To whom nor voice of friend nor pleasant scene Brings that on which the sadden'd heart can lean. Yea, the rich earth, garb'd in her daintiest dress Of light and joy, doth but the more oppress, Claiming responsive smiles and rapture high, Till, sick at heart, beyond the veil they fly, Seeking His Presence Who alone can bless.
Such, in strange days, the weapons of Heaven's grace; When, passing by the high-born Hebrew line, He forms the vessel of His vast design.
Fatherless, homeless, reft of age and place, Severed from earth, and careless of its wreck, Born through long woe His rare Melchizedek.1 Corfu: January 5, 1833.
January 10, 1833.
We are now off Malta, and have had a swell which again caused sea-sickness. We came off Patras at night, so I lost Sir J. Franklin. Next morning—the 8th—we saw the range of Arcadian mountains, and in the distance Parnassus. We landed at Zante. From the hill above the town there is a tine view of the plain, where almost all our pudding currants are grown—a flat of about ten miles, surrounded with hills, studded all over with houses, before each a square drying plot for the currants. So many are grown that the duty this last year on the exports was 95,000£. Sir J. Franklin has been off Patras in his sloop for eighteen months, and neither he nor his crew have touched land once. What an imprisonment! King Otho was expected at Corfu to-day.
I do so long to hear from you; there is just a chance of my hearing at Malta by the packet that left London about the 19th. I dream about you all, and that letters are brought me; but, when I begin to read, they are illegible, or I wake up, as if there were men trying to tell me and others preventing it. And the ship bells are so provokingly like the Oriel clock, that I fancy myself there. Whether my health is improved I cannot tell. I long for the fifteen days of peace in the Lazaret. This is my last day on the 'Hermes.' How much have I seen in the course of five weeks ! Tell Williams he may see my little poems to stimulate him.
I saw thee once, and nought discerned
For stranger to admire— A serious aspect, but it burned
With no unearthly fire.
1 ' Melchizedek/ction, but would require a vast number of men to man them. Sir A. Wooclford has a fine pepper-tree in. his garden ; his geraniums are superb. I told you that at Zante a man's shop was full of expensive cherry-sticks for pipes, and argued thence that at least some of the people were well off. Now, I find, he has been in the practice of showing off this one stick, which hebooks in the country church ; one was a
